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Spring is coming 


Author's Notes: 

This is a small spin-off/missing moment of the beautiful story Here Comes The Sun by the amazing duo who 
goes by the name of Torchy_Thompson, featuring Chris Broderick and Jamie, written of course with their 
permission :) This is to thank them of such a wonderful story, and to all of the readers too! 


The premises are of course the one of the main story. **SPOILER ALERT*** this story is situated 
somewhere after Dave leaves and before they go to get him ;) 


Enjoy :) 
The sky was a brilliant shade of blue, and the sun was almost warm on the skin: spring was creeping through 
the cracks of Minnesota winter, you could smell it in the air. It looked like a perfectly peaceful day when Chris 


appeared from the roof door, looking around with a furrowed look 


Jamie was sitting near the small entrance, her back against the concrete, legs curled to her chest, earplugs on 


and eyes closed: Chris could see there were traces of tears on her cheeks, but decided to pretend he didn't 


notice them: he knew Jamie couldn't stand people worrying about her. 


Chris could hear the muffled notes of Times hke these playing through the crisp air: he smiled to himself and 
sit beside Jamie "You know, | should be offended by you listening to Foos" he teased her, seemingly not 


worrying about being heard or not. He got a finger and a mute ‘fuck off in response and his smile widened, 


"You'll have to get back down, eventually, you know James?" he asked at length, as she didn't open her eyes or 
gave him any other sing that she was aware of him being there. At that, she shot him a deadly glare and 
stopped the music "I know. Thank you for reminding me." Chris sighed "Please, talk to me James. | know you 
want to be the strong one around David, but you don't have to do that around me" his voice softened "I like 
you being bossy and all, but | won't love you less if you need a shoulder to cry on" he finished, his fingers 
gently tracing her cheeks. Jamie jumped at the touch. 


"| don't need any fucking shoulder!" was the sharp reply, but Chris could see the pain in her eyes, and he just 
raised his brows, waiting. Jamie bit her lower lip, realizing she was about to cross a line, and exhaled heavily, 
bending her head low, the chin resting on her knees. 


"IFs just that..everything is so fucked up! Why did it have to go like this?" She blurted out at last "I meon.. 
fuck! They were perfect together, you know? So fucking perfect. Yeah, they could be cheesy and so overly full 
of sugar they could get you diabetes, they could make you want to throw up when they started eye fucking 
and I'm pretty sure they could be arrested for obscenities in public. But they were fucking in love, and you 
could see it. Everyone could And you know what? It was a damn good thing to see: seeing that there was stil 
something good, and real and true in this fucking world!" Chris listened to her in silence, his own heart heavy: 
he, too, was shocked by the fact that Dave was gone. Gone back to Taylor, while David was left in pain, again 
He really didn't know how his friend could pull it through, after everything that happened to him. He could only 


imagine how Jamie must have felt. 


She went on, her voice low now "Its all wrong. All your life, they tell you to have faith in love, that love wil 
solve everything, that love conquers it all, but it's all just bullshit to sell movies. And here we are: an army of 
delusional desperate dreamers. Fuck all this shit." She whispered at last, and fell silent while the tears came 
back. Chris knew she was just reacting to the pain, and he knew she needed this, in order to be strong for 
David: still, it hurt him to hear her talk that way. Because he wanted desperately to believe there was a 


reason, an explanation for all of that. 


He shook his head, not willing to let go of the small spark of hope they had "Listen, James, | know you're upset 
and sad, and it's ok. But you can't seriously believe what you just said" he gave her a tentative smile "Weren't 
you the one who told David about the messages? Don't you believe it anymore?" he asked her. She gave him a 
half-chocked laugh "There are no messages, Chris! | just needed something to tell David, otherwise he would go 
nuts! Dave is gone, and he's not coming back! Why do you want to believe it so much?!" She looked at him with 
a wounded look "Why do you want to keep up with this charade? Its not gonna change any-" 


"Because | need tol" Chris blurted out, and suddenly Jamie fell silent, a confused look on her face. Chris 
breathed, and closed his eyes, trying to calm down. The underlying guilt biting him hard "I need to, James. 


Because | feel guilty, because after everything David's been through ... | need to know he has someone like 
Dave, someone who loves him unconditionally, who makes him happy and care for him." He looked at her, and 
she could feel the desperation that came with his words "Because | didn't know, or | pretend | didn't. Yeah, | 
knew Mustaine could be a total bastard, and | knew he could get violent but ... | don't know, | always assumed 
David could manage it, that he could fight back. | kept telling myself that. He had always seemed so strong to 
me. And | guess he is, isn't he? Probably the bravest person I'll ever know. But when everything came out ... 
Good God" He lowered his head, as if talking to himself "I don't know how David can still look at me: if | were 
him, | would kick my ass so hard. | was there James, | was there all the time! And | pretended | was blind. | 
owe him that: | owe him to do anything possible to get Dave back" his voice broke, and his eyes filled with 


tears. 


Jamie reached for his hand, and squeezed it tight "It's not your fault, Chris: David knows that. | know that. The 
cats know that. Stop blaming yourself for something you didn't do. That's my job." He stretched a smile among 
the tears, and Jamie pulled closer, leaning against his chest, and kissing him gently on the lips. He close his 
arms around her waist and held her. They stayed like this for a moment, and then Jamie sighed "Listen closely, 
because you're not going to hear this again soon, but: you're right. There has to be an explanation. And | do 
believe Dave is trying to send messages. So, are you in with me?" Chris looked up at her in confusion "In for 
what?" "For re watching all of Dave's interview, of course! What else?!" she grinned, and Chris moaned "We are 
going to get him back, right?" she asked, an anxious look on her face "Even if we have to go to fucking LA. and 
rescue him from that evil monster, right?" 

Chris smiled at her "Even if have to get him guns in hand. | swear." And Jamie laughed the first genuine laugh 
in days "Oh, we sure are. And you know what, Chris Broderick? | love you. Thank you for rescuing me from 


myself" Chris just smiled more, and kissed her until they were both breathless. 


After all, it was in time like these that you learned to live again. 


